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ruffians are grateful to people who help them, out of a mess."
" I'm not a ruffian." -   ** All the more reason/*
Again there was a silence.
" Well, that's reassuring to me," the man resumed. <e If you had anything whatever to do with them, directly or indirectly, you wouldn't be so much afraid of being given away."
Quinette asked himself whether he had not rather overdone it - whether the other was not ceasing a little too much to be afraid of him. He ought to have gone more skilfully about graduating the doses of gaining his confidence and intimidating him, without letting either process spoil the effect of the other.
" You're making a mistake," he said. " It wasn't fear that made me speak like that. Go ahead and denounce me if you like. I don't mind. You may be sure of that. But you make me sick with your threats."
" My threats ! - my threats ! . . * You threatened me enough this morning, if I didn't come."
" Listen to me. I am a man of my word. If I give you my word that I won't denounce you, I might e belong to the police,' as you put it, a hundred times over, and still I wouldn't denounce you. On the contrary, I would help you to get away from them. See ? "
The stranger stared at him, rather disconcerted.
Quinette went on:
c* Put it like this : Somebody who belonged to the police, even to the higher ranks of the police, might have a bee in his bonnet. An unfortunate fellow, who has just done something silly, falls into his hands. Instead of crushing him, he protects him. But in return he requires complete trust. That's natural. I'm just imagining a case to help pou to grasp my meaning."
The other wrinkled his forehead and tried to see it.
" You needn't rack your brains. I'm just telling you to :rust me, and you won't regret it.**